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prepare some coffee. He was grinding the
beans when the knock came*

Bettington had evidently become more
deeply impressed during the day. " IVe
been working in London ten years now,
and I've never had an umbrella lent me by a
total stranger before/' he said.

He still wore a velvet jacket; it emphasized
the touch of clumsiness in his big bony fea-
tures and reddish wrists. He also experi-
mented a good deal in finding a place for his
cup and saucer.

Then he began to talk, in jerks of volubility,
separated by long intervals of silence.

Bettington was an enthusiast, though it
would have been hard to say precisely what he
was enthusiastic about. He was clumsy like
Anourits, but his clumsiness was not comic like
his. It seemed to fit his lack of control; Ms
eagerness needed these spasmodic gestures,
He^waved his arms about loosely in the effort
to explain to Mr* Boston that life, in spite of
astronomy and anthropology, was exciting,

" Things are happening, you see. I'm only
an obscure journalist, so IVe no bias. I mean,
I don't have to believe that I'm making them
happen, Besides, I don't think anybody is
making them happen* It's just a process.